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A DEDICATION  TO 


FRANK  P.  JARVIS 


Those  who  had  him  for  English  knew  he  was  a good  teacher.  To  anyone  with  an  interest 
in  English,  he  was  a bountiful  source  to  learn  from.  He  sowed  seeds  of  thought  in  the  minds 
of  his  students,  and  was  not  allowed  to  see  them  more  than  sprout. 

With  the  cold  winter  winds,  he  was  swept  away,  for  reasons  still  unknown.  What  he  left 
behind  will  prosper  and  bloom  as  his  offspring.... for  he  taught  the  rules  and  facts  of 
English  that  live  on  in  every  college  essay  and  report  his  students  write.  And  because  he 
taught  the  true  Art  of  Literature  and  writing,  the  inspiration  and  incentive  he  shared  will 
grow  with  his  students.  He  changed  lives,  whether  ever-so-slfghtly  or  dramatically,  and  he 
will  not  be  forgotten. 

He  was  a teacher  who  put  energy  into  Northern  Essex.  Who  knows  the  great  number  of 
hours  he  spent,  on  his  own  time,  helping  students  with  problems  - or  the  number  of  patient 
hours  spent  with  young,  creative  writers  when  he  could  have  been  home?  His  dedication 
and  consideration  was  admired  by  all  who  knew  him.  He  did  what  every  good  teacher 
strives  to  do;  he  incited  interests  in  the  minds  of  his  students.  “To  tease  the  mind  to  think,"* 
he  would  say.  He  was  a good  man  and  through  the  halls  of  Northern  Essex  Community 
College,  there  echoes  a sad  farewell 
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LILY’S  WALTZ 


For  you  are  the  Lily  of  the  field, 
Standing  alone  in  your  fieid  of  tail  grass, 
Sunshine  warming  your  tender  petals 
and  the  breeze  caresses  you  gently. 

Winter  may  beckon, 
and  the  rain  may  pour  down. 

You  wiil  aiways  be  mine, 
and  we  shall  romance, 
and  we  shall  dance 
beneath  the  stars  so  bright, 

our  waitz  will  be  as  flight 

and  you  touching  me. 
it  shali  be,  as  for  all  eternity 
tis  you, 

the  lonely  Lily  of  the  field. 


by  Paul  Sanborn 
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HOW  DARE  YOU 


How  dare  you  go 
While  I must  take  care  of 
The  children,  the  car, 

The  leaky  faucet,  the  lawn. 


How  dare  you  leave 
While  I must  struggle  with 
Taxes,  in-laws, 
Snowboots,  your  dog. 


How  dare  you  disappear 
While  I must  fight 
City  hail,  lawyers. 

Your  fishing  equipment. 


How  dare  you  go. 
Good-bye. 

I love  you. 

Rest  well. 


Virginia  Howard 
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RACETRACK 


Joy  K.  Whitney 

The  first  motorcycle  crash  I ever  saw  was  at  Pocono  International  Raceway.  The 
Temperature  was  102  degrees  in  the  shade,  and  very  humid.  The  crash  was  so 
simple,  I was  shocked. 

Chet  and  I were  walking  the  racetrack,  stopping  at  every  corner,  or  station  to 
check  on  operations.  Chet  was  correcting  flagging  techniques,  while  I was  working 
on  the  communications  people. 

I looked  up  in  time  to  see  the  Kawasaki  miss  the  curve  and  begin  to  fall.  One 
second  the  bike  was  on  it’s  left  side,  the  next  second  it  was  on  it’s  right.  Both  Chet 
and  the  Corner-Martial,  Mark,  began  running  towards  the  spot  they  figured  the  bike 
would  land. 

I took  the  communications  headset  from  Marie  and  called  Control.  Chet  signaled 
for  the  ambulance,  I relayed  the  message  to  Control,  and  it  was  sent.  I walked  over 
to  where  Chet  was  helping  the  rider  get  up,  and  I took  his  helmet  while  we  led  him 
to  the  canopy  and  out  of  the  sun. 

“I  got  my  collarbone.”,  was  all  the  rider  said,  using  the  same  tone  of  voice  I 
would  use  to  say,  “Pass  the  butter.”  The  race  continued  under  the  ambulance  flag 
until  the  rider  stepped  into  the  back  of  the  ambulance  and  it  drove  away. 

I was  looking  around  and  thinking,  “This  can’t  be  it.  Where  are  all  the  blood  and 
guts?  How  come  everybody  seems  to  have  forgotten  it  already?” 

I realized  I still  had  the  helmet  in  my  hand.  I gave  Marie  the  name  and  number  on 
the  helmet,  then  I took  It  over  to  Mark,  who  was  helping  to  load  the  bike  Into  a 
pickup  truck. 

The  next  crash  was  very  different.  We  were  on  corner  three  at  Bryar  Motorsport 
Park.  The  temperature  was  40  degrees  with  a 20  mile  an  hour  wind  chill  factor.  The 
crew  consisted  of,  Chet  as  Corner-Martial,  Dave  and  Rob  as  flagmen,  and  myself 
as  communications  officer. 

The  race  got  off  to  a late  start,  because  of  a half-mile  oil  slick,  created  when 
somebody  blew  a plug  out  of  their  crank  case  in  the  middle  of  the  night.  While  that 
mess  was  being  cleaned-up,  Chet,  Dave,  and  I rebuilt  the  tire  wall  to  protect  the 
riders  from  going  into  the  pond.  It  turned  out  to  be  a good  thing  that  we  decided  to 
add  twenty  feet  at  the  end  for  extra  protection. 

Corner  six  reported  a bike  down  and  the  rider  requested  the  ambulance.  I alerted 
Dave  and  Rob  to  be  ready  with  the  flags.  Chet  was  explaining  to  me,  the  reason  for 
the  angle  of  the  tire  wall,  and  why  the  hay  bales  were  in  front  of  it. 

I scanned  the  track  a couple  of  times  and  then  froze.  The  bike  was  coming 
around  the  corner  sideways,  it  went  off  the  edge  of  the  track  and  hit  the  tire  wall. 
Parts  of  the  bike  went  flying  as  he  began  to  spill  oil. 

“Control,  this  is  three;  we’ve  got  a bike  ...  oh  good  God,  two  bikes  down.”  As  I 
watched,  the  second  bike  slipped  on  the  oil  and  went  spinning  on  it’s  side.  It 
straightened  up  for  a second,  before  flipping  end  over  end,  going  over  the  wall, 
towards  the  pond.  The  scene  was  almost  beautiful,  like  a ballet,  except  a ballet 
dancer  doesn’t  fold  in  half  while  flying  through  the  air  as  the  rider  did. 


While  I was  watching  this,  a third  bike  slipped  on  the  oily  pavement  and  went 
skidding  down  the  track. 

“Control,  three  bikes  down  on  three.” 

“Control,  this  is  two,  we’ve  got  a bike  down.” 

“Attention  everybody,  red  flag  this  race.  STOP  this  race  NOW.”  came  from 
Control. 

By  now  Dave  was  at  the  site  of  the  first  bike,  Chet  at  the  second,  and  the  rider  of 
the  third  bike  was  running  to  help  with  the  second  man.  Chet  immediately 
signaled  for  the  ambulance,  but  it  was  still  on  six  with  the  previous  crash. 

The  communications  went  crazy.  “Control,  this  is  three,  we  need  the  ambulance, 
fast.” 

“Control  to  six,  what’s  happening  with  your  man?” 

“I  don’t  know,  he  seems  okay.  I’m  not  sure  why  we  need  the  ambulance.” 

“Control,  this  is  two,  I need  the  ambulance,  I think  he’s  broken  his  arm.” 

“Three,  what’s  the  condition  of  your  man?” 

“I  can’t  see,  he’s  behind  the  wall.  Chet  keeps  signaling  for  the  ambulance.  Dave 
and  the  other  riders  are  all  over  there.” 

“Control,  this  is  Sally,  can  I help?” 

“Sally,  go  to  two.  Two,  there  is  an  EMT  on  the  way.  Six,  get  the  ambulance  to 
three  IMMEDIATELY!” 

“Control,  ambulance  through  four.” 

“Ambulance  at  three.  I can’t  see  what  is  happening.” 

“What  about  the  other  riders,  three?” 

“They  seem  to  be  fine.  They  are  helping.  Now  they’ve  got  him  on  the  stretcher. 
He  doesn’t  appear  to  be  moving.  There  goes  the  ambulance  now.  It’s  stopping  at 
two.” 

“Control,  this  is  two.  They  just  picked  up  our  guy.  We  will  be  sending  Sally 
back.” 

“Three,  how  is  the  oil  situation?” 

“Rob  just  said  we’ve  got  a slick  from  late  two  to  early  four.  We  need  help 
sweeping  up.” 

While  the  ambulance  was  gone,  we  swept  up  the  oil,  rebuilt  the  wall,  and  had  a 
coke.  The  communications  circuits  were  still  humming  with  talk  about  what 
happened.  The  track  announcer  made  a comment  that  we  sounded  like  the  comedy 
routine  “Who’s  on  first.” 

During  the  break.  Control  said  the  riders  got  together  and  decided  to  throw  a 
party  for  the  Corner-workers.  They  figured  this  was  the  best  way  to  express  their 
thanks  for  a job  well  done. 


7 


JANUARY  WIND 


That  day  will  never  be  forgotten. 

Between  the  sunlight,  the  snow  and  the  eye- 
watering January  wind, 

it  was  a day  that  only  a loss  of  memory  could  block  out. 

Actually,  the  hill  we  were  sliding  on  explains  it  better 
than  any  words. 

The  two  of  us,  together,  at  the  top  of  this  great  incline 
ready  to  face  it  all  - life,  love  and  the  valley 
we  would  soon  descend  to. 

So  we  started; 

that  one  push  of  your  foot  sent  us  flying  down 
increasingly  faster  as  we  came  upon  that  sudden  rise, 
drifted  across  the  hill  like  a divider  of  time. 

Then  as  we  crossed  it,  everything  was  different  -- 
you,  me,  life,  the  snow. 

Slowly,  we  inched  to  the  bottom  of  this  steep  time  span 
Stopping  as  I had  anticipated. 

Still  it  was  a surprise  because  everyone  wants  a 
good  thing  to  last  forever. 

One  by  one  we  stood  up  and  turned  around, 
yet  together  we  saw  that  we  were  at  the  bottom 
of  it  all; 

looking  back  up  at  the  hill  we  had  just  sped  down  so  quickly. 

And  we  looked  at  each  other,  as  the  cold  wind  whipped 
against  our  faces  and  watered  our  eyes. 

We  stood  wondering  how  to  make  that  walk  back  up  again  - 
you,  with  your  hands  in  your  pockets,  contemplating, 

I,  holding  the  tobaggan  rope  tightly  in  my  clenched  hand 
hoping  it  would  support  me  - somehow. 

It  would  be  long,  cold  and  slippery  trying  to  get 
back  to  the  top, 

but  we  could  have  made  it,  together, 

even  if  we  did  slide  back  across  that  drift  once  or  twice. 

But  you  walked  away  - from  me,  the  steep  hill. 

You  were  afraid,  of  both. 

There  I stood,  alone,  watching  you  walk  away  - 

across  the  level  ground  - taking  the  crusted  snow  in  every  stride. 

So  I started  back  up  that  hill. 

And  with  every  step  I took  I thanked  God  it  was 

winter  and  snowy  and  cold, 

because  only  God  will  ever  know  if  the  streams 

on  my  cheeks  were  tears 

or  the  January  wind. 
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WINTER’S  CALLING 


Night’s  past  at  long  last, 

I wake  to  greet  cold  mornings  -- 
That  show  the  path  of  seasons, 

From  once  was,  to  tomorrow. 

As  dreams  drift  to  disappointment. 

Losing  warm  to  cold. 

Remember,  oh,  those  cladless  days 
When  soft  breeze  knew  no  cloth. 

And  lovers  touched  all  hearts. 

Came  the  sun  to  warm  trees’  shade  - 
The  aroma  of  new  fields. 

And  filled  the  air  with  honey 
To  be  drunk  up  in  scent. 

A longer  time  from  seasons  on. 

Though  months  be  only  written. 

Now  you  pass  no  longer  mine 
The  wind,  not  fond  of  shackles. 

How  the  winter  calls  in  moans. 

For  the  dark  of  things  to  come. 

As  the  graveyard  gate; 

Wrought  iron  in  rust 
On  a funeral’s  dawn. 

The  skies  soon  will  cast  white. 

To  smoothen  earth’s  blemished  face. 

Once  more  bringing  silence 
To  the  rustling  leaves. 

Robert  Lewis  Goodwin,  Sr. 
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MAMA  SITS  AND  CRIES 


by  Patricia  A.  Mooney 

The  ones  who  were  so  dear  to  her 
Have  forever  gone 
So  she  sits  alone  and  wonders 
What  have  I done  so  wrong? 

They’ve  taken  all  her  loved  ones 
All  the  joy  and  laughter’s  gone 
They’ve  taken  all  the  happy  smiles 
And  all  the  happy  songs 

They  came  and  took  from  Mama’s  arms 
The  children  that  she  loved 
And  left  her  with  a broken  heart 
And  no  one  else  to  love 

Now  Mama  sits  and  cries  each  night 
And  remembers  all  those  times 
Of  love  and  joy  and  happiness 
Of  laughter  and  of  song 

There’s  no  more  funny  stories 
No  more  happy  times 
And  Mama  sits  and  wonders 
What  have  I done  so  wrong? 
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THE  ANNIVERSARY 


by  Ron  Boisvert 

It  was  our  anniversary  and  I was  in  a romantic  mood.  I had  brought  Polly  a 
bouquet  of  her  favorite  flowers,  and  we  had  planned  a nice,  quiet  candlelight 
supper  after  the  kids  had  been  put  to  bed,  after  which  we  would  have  the  whole 
evening  to  ourselves  to  dilly  and  dally. 

But  then  the  damn  phone  rang.  If  only  she  hadn’t  answered  it. 

“Hello!  Oh,  hi,  how  are  you?  That’s  good.  What?  You  didn’t?  You  did?  That’s 
great.  Bet  you’re  all  excited?  Tonight?  Here?  You’re  kidding.  You’re  not  kidding. 
Well,  I guess  so.  Sure,  why  not?  Okay.  See  you  then.  Bye.’’ 

“What  the  hell  was  that  all  about?’’  I asked. 

“That  was  Lu.’’ 

“Oh?  Is  she  pregnant  again?’’ 

“No  silly.  She  and  Andy  just  bought  a new  tent  trailer.  Sleeps  5.” 

“Oh.  That’s  great.  Bet  they’re  all  excited.” 

“Yah.  They’re  coming  over  tonight.” 

“Tonight?  Can’t  wait  to  show  it  to  us,  huh?” 

“Yah.  Not  only  that,  they  want  to  set  It  up  in  our  back  yard.” 

“Ha-ha.  You’re  funny.” 

“I’m  serious.” 

“You’ve  gotta  be  kidding.”  But  I could  tell  by  the  look  on  her  face  that  she 
wasn’t. 

“I  don’t  believe  it,”  I said.  “You  know  they’re  always  welcome,  and  if  they  want  to 
camp  in  our  back  yard,  it’s  fine  with  me.  But  I just  don’t  understand  why  - with  all 
the  camp  grounds  available,  with  the  White  Mountains,  with  its  beautiful  scenery 
just  next  door  - they  would  want  to  camp  In  our  back  yard,  next  to  the  clothes  line, 
with  garbage  cans  for  scenery.  I just  don’t  believe  it.” 

“Well,  you  know  where  they  live,  in  that  apartment  house,  with  no  back  yard  of 
their  own.” 

“I  realize  that,  but  you’d  think  that  at  their  age,  they’d  stray  a little  further  away 
than  the  back  yard.” 

“Well,  you  know  what  it  is.  They  just  felt  they’d  feel  more  secure  if  there  was 
somebody  or  some  place  familiar  close  by  where  they  could  go  in  case  they  needed 
something.” 
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“Like  what,  for  instance?” 

“Well,  like  if  the  kids  needed  to  go  to  the  bathroom  during  the  night.” 

“I  don’t  believe  it.  I don’t  believe  it.” 

The  doorbell  removed  all  doubt. 

“Hi  guys.  Guess  what?”  Andy  asked  beaming. 

“I  know,”  I said.  “You  bought  yourself  a new  toy.” 

“Yup.  Wanta  help  me  set  it  up?” 

“Oh  Jeez.  I should  have  known,”  I thought.  “What  the  hell  do  I know  about 
setting  up  tent  trailers?” 

Andy  seemed  to  read  my  mind.  “The  salesman  said  it’s  very  easy  to  set  up.  I 
should  only  take  about  15  to  20  minutes.” 

“Okay,”  I said,  “let’s  get  it  over  with.” 

About  an  hour  and  a half  later  we  had  it  all  set  up. 

“All  done  already?”  Lu  asked,  as  we  came  back  In  the  house. 

“Very  funny,”  replied  Andy.  “Very  funny.  Are  the  kids  ready?”  he  asked. 

“Yup,”  Lu  replied.  “All  they  need  is  to  go  to  the  bathroom.” 

“Good  idea,”  I thought. 

Finally,  all  the  kids  were  settled  and  Lu  and  Andy,  and  Polly  and  I sat  down  to 
play  cards. 

It  seemed  that  no  fewer  than  five  minutes  had  gone  by  when  one  of  the  kids 
came  back  in  the  house.  “Mommy,  it’s  dark  out  there.”  Followed  by  another, 
“Daddy,  I keep  hearing  all  kinds  of  strange  noises.”  And  another,  “Mommy,  Is 
there  really  such  a thing  as  a boogie  man?” 

“I  think  we’d  better  call  it  a night  and  go  out  there  with  them,”Lu  said. 

“Good  idea,”  I thought. 

As  they  went  out  the  door  I couldn’t  help  but  whisper  to  Lu  and  Andy,  “Keep  an 
eye  out  for  the  wolves  and  the  mountain  lions.” 

“Very  funny,”  he  said.  “Very  funny.” 

As  I closed  the  door  behind  them,  I shook  my  head  and  said,  “I  don’t  believe  this 
night.”  Little  did  I know  that  the  night  was  only  starting. 

Polly  has  a way  of  relieving  my  frustrations.  “If  you  hurry  up  I’ll  let  you  seduce 
me,”  she  whispered  in  my  ear. 

With  a hop,  skip  and  a jump  we  were  in  bed.  As  I drew  her  close  to  me  and 
whispered  sweet  nothings  in  her  ear,  she  said,  “It’s  raining,  I think  you’d  better  go 
close  the  windows.” 

After  letting  out  a big  sigh,  I got  up  and  closed  all  the  windows.  Then  I came 
back  to  bed.  “Now,  where  were  we?”  I asked  seductively  as  I drew  her  close  again. 
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“I  think  you  were  just  about  to  get  up  and  go  answer  the  doorbell,”  she  said. 

“That’s  not  the  doorbell,”  I said,  not  too  convincingly,  “that’s  the  grandfather 
clock  chimes.” 

The  persistence  of  the  chimes  told  me  it  wasn’t  the  grandfather  clock. 

“Now  who  in  the  h-e-two  sticks  could  that  be?”  I asked  my  wife  sarcastically. 
Without  waiting  for  an  answer,  I made  my  way  toward  the  door  and  opened  it. 

“It’s  raining,”  they  all  chanted  in  unison. 

“Well,  blow  me  down.  So  It  Is,”  I felt  like  saying  and  closing  the  door  and  going 
back  to  bed. 

“Well,  don’t  just  stand  there.  Come  on  in,”  I said  instead. 

“The  kids  couldn’t  sleep  because  of  the  rain,”  Andy  said. 

“Besides,  the  tent  has  a leak,”  Lu  added  quickly. 

“Hon,  we’ve  got  a problem,”  I yelled  to  my  wife. 

“No  problem,”  she  said  as  she  came  into  the  living  room.  “We  can  take  out  the 
sleeping  bags  for  the  kids,  and  they  can  sleep  In  the  den.  Andy  can  sleep  on  the 
couch  in  the  living  room,  and  Lu  can  sleep  with  me.” 

“Oh,”  was  all  I could  mutter. 

“Maybe  I can  fix  up  the  bathtub  for  you,”  Polly  said  with  a straight  face. 

Silence  permeated  the  air.  “What  a revolting  turn  of  events,”  I thought.  But  I was 
determined  to  keep  my  cool. 

Finally  I was  all  settled  in  my  porcelain  fox  hole.  Granted,  sleeping  In  the  bath 
tub  isn’t  very  conducive  to  good  marital  relations,  but,  nothing  ventured,  nothing 
gained.  As  Polly  came  in  to  kiss  me  good  night,  I had  a gleam  in  my  eye.  “Forget 
it,”  she  said,  reading  my  mind.  “Good  night,  dear,”  she  added,  kissing  me  on  the 
cheek,  then  walking  out  of  the  room. 

“Good  night,  Chet,”  I yelled  after  her  in  mock  sarcasm. 

It  was  a sleepless,  restless  night  as  I tossed  and  turned  and  finally,  got  out  of 
the  tub.  It  had  stopped  raining  and  everybody  else  was  sleeping. 

I tiptoed  out  of  the  bathroom  and  into  the  bedroom.  I nudged  Polly  on  the 
shoulder  and  woke  her  up.  “Sh-h-h,”  I whispered,  as  I grabbed  her  hand  and  gently 
pulled  her  out  of  bed,  through  the  living  room,  past  a snoring  Andy,  and  out  the 
door. 

“You  know,  there’s  nothing  like  making  love  under  the  stars,”  I told  Polly  as  we 
lay  side  by  side  in  the  tent  trailer. 

“I  know,”  she  said  cuddling  up  to  me.  “Happy  anniversary.” 

“Happy  anniversary,”  I murmured  in  her  ear,  oblivious  of  the  crickets  chirping 
and  the  neighbor’s  dog  howling  at  the  moon. 
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GOING  HOME 


BY  Patricia  Mooney 

Thinking  about  taking  a “sentimental  journey”  brought  back  memories  of  where  I 
used  to  live. 

It  was  a huge  seven-room  house.  White,  with  green  shutters  and  a big  green  door 
with  tiny  panes  of  glass  on  either  side  of  it.  Above  the  door,  In  shiny  gold  letters.  It 
said,  “Built  in  1690.” 

The  house  itself  sat  well  back  from  the  road,  with  a maple  tree,  four  stories  high. 
My  swing  hung  from  this  tree  and  when  I swung  very  high,  it  felt  like  I owned  the 
world.  There  was  a stone  path  leading  to  the  front  door,  passing  the  well  where  the 
icy  water  was  always  drawn,  even  after  plumbing  was  Installed.  The  front  of  the 
house  was  covered  with  smooth  green  ivy  and  orange  honeysuckle  blossoms.  This 
kept  the  hummingbirds  forever  around  the  house;  and  waking  in  the  morning,  the 
first  thing  we  would  likely  see  would  be  a tiny  bird  with  his  long  beak  in  one  of  the 
trumpet-like  flowers,  fluttering  his  tiny  transparent  wings. 

If  we  came  out  of  the  back  door,  we  could  reach  our  hands  up  and  touch  the  roof. 
It  was  “salt-box”  styling.  The  boards  In  all  the  floors  were  twelve  to  fifteen  inches 
wide,  every  door  had  “H”  hinges,  every  window  had  Indian  shutters,  every  room 
had  a huge  fireplace,  and  two  of  the  rooms  still  had  the  raw,  untouched  celling 
beams. 

At  the  back  door  we  could  see  all  our  land,  blocked  off  by  stone  wall  fences  on 
all  three  sides.  Our  land  ran  into  Mosely’s  pastures  and  their  pure-bred  cattle  made 
the  scene  even  more  beautiful,  for  the  Artichocke  River  ran  through  their  pastures 
beside  our  house.  The  field  was  covered  with  Queen  Anne’s  lace,  wild  geranium, 
red  columbine,  goldenrod,  purple  asters  and  light-green,  fluffy  ferns.  . . . more 
beautiful  than  can  be  imagined! 

On  the  end  of  the  house,  facing  the  river,  there  was  a huge  warm-smelling  pine, 
and  on  the  other  end,  where  our  room  was,  there  were  blue  morning  glories  and 
yellow  and  pink  sweetpeas  climbing  up  the  side,  so  one  of  our  windows  opened  on 
to  this  and  the  other  two  windows  were  in  the  front  where  the  honeysuckle  was. 

By  saying  “our  room,”  I mean  my  grandmother’s  and  mine.  She  was  half  Apache 
Indian  and  half  French,  surely  one  of  the  most  beautiful  women  that  ever  lived. 
Someday  I’d  like  to  write  a story  about  her,  but  I fear  I could  not  do  justice  to  such  a 
wonderful  person. 

Our  house  sat  on  four  acres  of  good  land.  I say  “our”  house  for  one  reason.  The 
house  was  purchased,  for  my  grandmother,  during  the  Second  World  War.  I had 
three  uncles  - all  serving  at  the  same  time.  My  grandmother  had  been  widowed 
when  the  youngest  of  her  six  children  was  only  six  months  old.  So,  after  she  raised 
her  own  family  all  alone,  she  raised  me,  her  only  grandchild.  She  knew  how  much  I 
loved  that  house  that  my  uncles  had  bought  for  her.  She  always  told  me  that 
someday  it  would  be  mine.  She  had  never  made  out  a will,  and  toward  the  end,  this 
beautiful  lady  started  to  lose  her  mind;  and.  It  was  too  late  for  thinking  of  legal 
papers  and  such.  When  she  died,  the  magic  of  the  house  died  too. 
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Oh,  it  was  not  always  like  this.  I remember  the  first  day!  The  house  must  have 
been  closed  for  years.  During  the  war,  I guess  not  too  many  people  had  the  money 
to  buy  such  a house.  But,  I remember  the  bats’  nest  in  the  corner  of  the  hall,  and  a 
few  bats  hanging  eerily  in  the  corners.  There  were  huge  spider  webs,  here  and 
there.  I remember  also,  seeing  three  big  rats  that  day.  To  my  aunt,  who  was  only 
nine  years  my  senior,  and  myself,  this  whole  thing  was  quite  an  adventure,  but  to 
my  grandmother  It  must  have  been  hell  for  awhile.  We  had  no  water  or  lights.  The 
old  outhouse  was  a long,  cold,  dark  way  from  the  house  in  the  middle  of  the  night. 
The  fireplaces  had  become  a shelter  for  the  starlings,  so  each  time  a fire  was  lit, 
out  flew  a flock  of  frightened  birds.  My  grandmother  made  a game  out  of  all  these 
things. 

We  scrubbed  and  polished,  painted  and  papered,  carried  the  water  and  chopped 
firewood.  During  one  of  our  cleaning  excursions,  we  found,  in  the  back  of  a closet, 
a small  sliding  panel  which  led  to  the  attic.  It  had  been  an  extra  precaution  against 
the  Indians. 

So,  this  was  our  beautiful  home,  at  first.  But  when  my  uncles  returned,  things 
became  much  easier.  They  pulled  stumps,  then  planted.  We  always  had  a coal  bin 
full  of  pumpkin  and  squash,  one  full  of  potatoes,  one  for  onions  and  another  for 
apples.  Two  huge  wooden  barrels  for  dill  and  sour  pickles.  . . this  was  our  cellar 
and  the  smells  of  all  these  things  mingled  through  the  house.  We  always  canned 
our  own  beans,  corn,  tomatoes,  peas  and  carrots  - strawberry  and  blueberry  jams, 
grape  and  currant  jelly.  The  pantries  were  full  of  all  these  things,  plus  huge  stone 
crocks  full  of  eggs  in  water  glass.  We  raised  our  own  cows,  chickens,  pigs  and 
goats  - and  the  house  always  smelled  of  home-made  bread,  a chocolate  cake  or 
some  oatmeal  cookies. 

When,  sometimes,  I get  angry  at  life  and  the  hurt  it  causes,  I think  of  “Going 
Home.”  By  having  such  beautiful  memories  as  these,  I have  had  more  than  most 
people  ever  have.  For  a short  time  this  home  was  mine.  It  was  always  happy.  My 
adored  grandmother  put  so  much  love  into  it  - it  could  be  nothing  else. 
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MY  HOME 


The  beams  of  my  home  are  happiness 

The  walls  are  made  of  love 

The  ceiling  consists  of  our  high  hopes 

Held  up  by  the  Lord  above 

The  floor  is  of  unfulfilled  wishes 

And  dreams  that  have  shattered  with  time 

The  steps  are  our  way  to  euphoria 

We  near  it  more  each  time  we  climb 

T.  J.  Beal 


THE  LETTER  CARRIER 

He  whistles  merrily  on  his  way 
The  silver  boxes  shine 
He  carries  the  same  letters  everyday 
Through  the  window  I see  him  do  mine 

A flier  and  a magazine 
The  next  looks  like  a bill 
He  notices  the  grass  so  green 
And  watches  it  standing  still 

He  watches  all  the  farmer’s  cows 
Grazing  in  the  meadow 
He  looks  at  his  watch  and  mops  his  brow 
And  sees  that  it  is  time  to  go. 

He  looks  to  the  end  of  the  lonesome  road 
All  he  must  do  today 
He  shifts  the  weight  of  his  heavy  load 
And  whistles  merrily  on  his  way. 

T.  J.  Beal 
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THANKSGIVING 


I sit  in  this  room  watching  your  mock  sieep 

Eyes  ciosed,  breathing  controiled  by  machine,  arm  twitching. 

A nurse  comes  in  and  your  face  contorts  in  pain  as  she  moves  your  rigid  body. 
“God,”  i pray,  “piease  iet  her  die.  i can’t  take  anymore.” 

And  yet  part  of  me  begs  you  to  iive 

So  i can  see  your  big  biue  eyes  shining  at  some  shared  secret. 

The  one  dimpie  that  gave  you  a iop-sided  smiie. 

And  your  black  hair  peeping  from  under  your  hat  as  you  came  running  up  the 
steps  yelling  “Mommy,  Mommy!” 

You  were  one,  sitting  at  the  table  like  a fairy  princess 
Wearing  mashed  potatoes  for  a crown. 

You  used  the  drumstick  as  a spoon  to  push'  the  peas  to  the  floor. 

And  all  I could  think  of  was  the  mess  you  were  making  - 
Of  giving  you  a bath,  washing  the  floor  under  you. 

And  worrying  if  the  gravy  would  cpme  out  of  your  dress. 

I wonder  if  God  will  be  able  to  put  your  mutilated  body  together  again. 

If  He  can  repair  the  holes  made  by  the  tubes  and  heal  the  bruises 
from  the  needles. 

Thanksgiving  Day  dawns  sunny  and  crisp. 

The  kind  of  day  you  enjoyed  most. 

The  cool  that  made  your  breath  appear  as  smoke  when  you  laughed 
Jumping  in  the  pile  of  leaves  your  father  raked  the  day  before. 

I look  at  you  lying  so  still  and  white,  and  then  at  the  monitor  that  shows  the 
strong,  steady  beat  of  your  heart. 

Will  it  ever  cease,  I silently  ask. 

Suddenly  a nurse  comes  running  in  and  the  monitor  is  a straight  line. 

She  listens  to  your  chest  and  askes  me  to  leave. 

I know  without  her  telling  me. 

I glance  at  your  face  one  last  time  and  see 
A lop-sided  smile  with  the  one  dimple. 


Virginia  M.  Howard 
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WAITING 


Jackie  Doherty 

It  was  raining  and  dreary.  The  cold  wind  caused  her  knees  to  quiver.  Early  setting 
of  the  sun  made  it  appear  later  than  it  was.  The  day  had  turned  out  grey,  drizzly, 
and  depressing.  The  young  woman  thought  longingly  of  a warm  bed  and  a cup  of 
tea,  and  sighed.  Glancing  again  at  her  watch  she  noted  the  time,  3:15.  Only  five 
minutes  had  passed  since  the  last  time  she  looked,  yet  It  seemed  like  eternity.  She 
had  been  standing  in  the  empty  parking  lot  for  more  than  20  minutes  and  still  he 
had  not  come.  Sandals  and  a thin  jacket  did  little  to  keep  the  wind  and  chilly  rain 
out.  Shifting  uncomfortably,  she  hugged  her  coat. 

The  day  had  been  one  continuous  failure  from  the  moment  she  had  awakened. 
She  thought  of  the  shower,  hot  and  then  so  cold  as  the  supply  of  warmth  inevitably 
deserted  her,  the  mad  search  for  her  left  shoe,  and  the  final  dash  to  catch  the  bus. 
The  driver  had  seen  her  and  chosen  not  to  stop,  but  rather  continued  on  his  weary 
way  to  let  her  suffer  the  consequences  of  her  tardiness.  Instead  of  crawling  home 
and  back  to  bed,  she  decided  to  brave  the  storm  and  took  the  next  bus,  then  arrived 
at  work  late.  The  gloomy  weather  had  predicted  everyone’s  mood. 

Tapping  her  foot  impatiently,  making  little  slip  slaps  on  the  wet  tar,  she  looked 
again  at  her  wrist.  It  was  now  3 : 25.  Where  is  he?  The  girl  thought  briefly  of  running 
to  catch  the  3:30  bus,  then  discarded  the  idea.  He  would  come.  No  matter  what  the 
day  had  brought,  he  would  not  let  her  down.  She  began  to  pace  as  the  rain 
increased ; a screaming  voice  inside  her  ached  to  be  released.  WHERE  ARE  YOU? 

Suddenly  she  heard  a car.  Holding  her  breath  she  saw  the  two  headlights  bear 
down  on  her.  Relief  and  gratitude  flooded  through  her  - finally.  She  ran  to  the  car 
and  opened  the  door.  Warmth  and  light  reached  out  to  her  as  they  peered  at  each 
other.  The  question  rose  to  her  face  but  was  never  spoken.  Looking  wet,  tousled 
hair  and  shadowed  eyes,  she  knew.  He  started  to  speak,  then  stopped.  Soon  she 
was  engulfed  in  the  warmth  of  his  arms  as  they  embraced.  Gazing,  they 
understood  the  pain  the  day  had  been  for  both.  Silence  except  for  the  hum  of  the 
engine,  and  they  started  away.  As  heat  crept  through  her  limbs,  her  spirits  rose. 
She  huddled  next  to  him  with  a sigh.  Everything  was  going  to  be  fine. 
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MY  PINTO  PONY 


With  naked  branches  shivering 
Maples  face  the  coming  snow. 

Chipmunks  stock  a nest  somewhere 
Geese  have  miles  and  miles  to  go. 

Me  and  my  pinto  pony 
Fly  across  the  frosted  fields, 

With  Autumn’s  crispness  biting 
And  winter  howling  at  our  heels. 

Back  home  I tend  the  fire 
And  watch  it’s  magic  fiame, 

While  my  thoughts  drift  back  to  April 
Riding  bareback  through  the  rain. 

Becky  Lawry 
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THROUGH  MY  WINDOWS 


by  Stephen  M.  Haley 
Dedicated  to:  ELAINE  MAWHINNEY 

Ordinarily,  I’d  sit  here  on  my  stool  like  any  other  day  of  the  week,  earnestly 
looking  through  my  windows,  watching  as  she’d  leave  me  for  yet  another  day.  It 
was  a daily  ritual  that  had  become  quite  religious  with  me.  I found  happiness  in  her 
reflection.  It  was  almost  as  though  she  had  taken  it  upon  herself  to  stage  for  me, 
on  an  unwavering  basis,  a private  dramatization  of  her  limitless  beauty. 

Vividly  can  I recall,  how,  on  each  day,  she  would  stand  before  my  hungry  eyes, 
bare  - a burning  leviathan,  sizzling  in  her  natural  pulchritude.  So  much  so,  I 
couldn’t  help  being  overwhelmed  by  her  seductive  warmth  and  charm.  Patiently  I’d 
sit  and  wait,  anxiously  waiting  for  her  face  to  blush,  and  I would  gaily  laugh  as  I 
watched ; from  a deep  canary  yellow  her  gradual  mutations  brought  her  to  the  most 
vivacious  fire  orange  I had  ever  known.  Funnier  still  were  the  times  when  a 
multitude  of  majestic  clouds,  who  exemplifying  their  pride  in  bodies,  puffed  far 

and  wide,  would  come  to  play and  toy  with  them  she  would,  but  only  as  an 

entertaining  challenge. 

I would  applaud  as  her  whim  thrust  razor  sharp  rays  into  their  thick  bodies, 
piercing  them  clean  in  an  illustrious  array  of  sacred  angles.  I would  witness  what 
was  hers,  and  hers  alone,  esoteric,  omnipotent,  yet  subtle,  and  unpretentious. 
And  with  a range  of  unimaginable  strength,  she  would  cast  the  light  of  her  life  to 
all  before  her  until  the  darkest  niche  was  obstinately  aware  of  her  presence. 

There  would  be  days  when  I would  watch  as  her  imperceptable  movements 
brought  closer  the  demise  of  her  light.  But  in  a moment  between,  I would  rock  on 
my  knees  with  excitement  as  I watched  the  humble  victor  and  the  benign 
vanquished  coalesce;  and  in  a splendid  union  ornate  with  a plethora  of  colors 
known  only  to  her  nature,  she  would  speak  to  me.  An  image  of  her  honesty  would 
be  embossed  upon  my  mind.  I would  watch  as  the  earth  became  enraptured  in  her 
bosom,  appeased  in  the  serenity  of  her  scintillating  silhouette. 

My  eyes  would  strain  to  suck  dry  this  ephemeral  bliss,  and  my  brain  would  ache 
to  understand  her  message.  I was  truly  an  awe-struck  spectator,  and  comfortable 
was  I on  my  knees.  Her  giving  of  life’s  energy  was  unconditional ; and,  as  raucous 
life,  I would  fully  consume  it  all.  Only  a style  as  uncompromising  as  hers  could 
knock  me  from  my  knees.  There  I would  be,  on  my  side  of  the  window,  with  the 
warm  human  flesh  of  my  face  pressed  hard  against  cold  glass.  My  eyes  would  be 
bearing  straight  down  on  her,  burning  in  her  gaze,  never  one  to  dream  as  my  eyes 
watered  to  soothe  the  pain  of  a glance  of  one  so  unapproachable.  Askance  I’d 
watch,  as  she  executed  with  alacrity  her  adieu.  And  holding  back  my  breath,  I 
would  whisper  softly,  “Goodnight,  my  sweet  lady  something.’’ 
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Ordinarily  - yes,  ordinarily  - that’s  what  I would  be  doing  right  now.  But,  I speak 
of  the  past  - and  yesterday’s  breath  is  faint,  an  irrevocable  aspect  of  the  grand 
illusion.  Today,  I look  through  my  windows  and  see  nothing.  Once  again  I’ve  lost 

my  way  in  the  woods  of  a concrete  jungle a manifestation  of  her  will,  no  doubt. 

I look,  but  I can’t  see  her.  And  I know  right  well  that  she  is  out  there,  somewhere, 
buried  in  her  expanse  by  innumerable  layers  of  dark,  ominous  clouds.  She  sheaths 
herself  from  my  sight.  We  have  been  obliterated  from  each  other  by  an 
uncompromising  oppression.  This  is  the  way  she’d  have  it.  Ha!  What  kind  of  thief 
would  she  be  if  she  were  to  return  to  the  scene  of  her  crime? 

She  dare  not  show  her  face  to  me.  She  hasn’t  the  audacity. ...but,  a just 
predicament  for  one  who  perpetuates  such  insidious  machinations.  How  suddenly 
has  the  avatar  of  life  been  reduced  to  wallow  as  the  pinnacle  of  the  renegade!  How 
suddenly!  No  longer  is  her  world  a world.  The  bright  promising  facade  has  been 
ripped  clean  off.  And  lying  there  underneath,  is  an  environment  that  Is  no  longer 
scintillating.  In  lieu  of  the  clarity  and  beauty  of  her  sharpness  is  the  mire  and 
injustice  of  the  ashen.  I’ve  been  plucked  destitute  of  an  Immortal  idea. 

At  least  she  is  not  alone.  For  she  has  as  her  companion  a most  inimical  cohort, 

the  Judas  Zero my  loving  friend  Zero!  Ha!  How  funny.  Well,  I don’t  need  either 

one  of  you  cabaling  idiots!  I’ve  ostracized  you  both  from  my  life.  Oh,  how  fortunate 
I was  to  find  out  so  early  in  the  game.  You’re  both  tyrants!  And,  your  folly  is 
sucking  in  the  Innocent.  But  Zero,  why?  Why  would  you  do  this  to  me?  You  were 
showing  me  a way,  giving  me  a new  reason.  I had  a love,  but  still  I was  compelled 
to  walk  in  the  mask  of  night,  listening  for  my  footsteps,  taking  solemn  comfort  in 
their  collective  assurance.  Then  you.  Zero 

How?  How  could  you  turn  my  world  into  this  - this  senselessness?  Why,  Zero, 
why?  You  knew  I wanted  so  to  stand.  How  could  you  leave  me  to  nothing? 
Nothing,  Zero!  I’m  listening,  but  I don’t  hear  anything.  You’re  the  one  responsible. 
It’s  because  of  you  that  today,  when  I look  out  my  windows,  I see  only  this  dense 
mist,  and  all  that  is  in  It  has  become  so  nondescript.  Buildings  and  cars  are 
nothing  more  than  melting  blobs  and  whizzing  lines  of  shadow;  and  the  lights 
everywhere  shed  little  evidence  of  their  existence.  It’s  in  this  sordid  haze  that 
diminutive  forms  of  faceless  people  scurry  dutifully  about. ...shadows  within 
shadows. 

So  where  have  those  clean,  unperturbed  lines  that  once  so  aptly  defined  the 
scintillating  silhouette  gone?  They’re  no  longer  there,  and  it’s  as  If  they  never  were. 
Ah,  Zero,  it’s  all  become  so  inhospitably  cold  and  dank  - and  never  before  had  I 
ever  contemplated  the  cut.  But  now.  Zero,  who’s  to  say?  All  I know  Is  that  it’s  you 
who  I see  through  my  windows.  But,  I have  to  laugh,  and  laugh  hard.  You  see, 
already  I’ve  come  to  live  inside  my  head.  It’s  just  as  you  said.  Zero,  living  and 
re-living,  like  a child  of  the  tube.  You  said  a lot  that  made  sense.  Zero.  And  I can 
safely  say  that  hours  and  days  are  useless  Implements  for  measuring  how  I’ve 
come  to  know  you  - to  love  you.  Once,  I thought  of  myself  as  one  lucky  human 
being,  to  know  my  sweet  lady  something,  and  to  know  you.  To  this  day  I still  don’t 
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believe  it.  Once,  I actually  thought  it  was  she  who  was  embodied  in  you,  Zero.  I 
still  can’t  get  over  how  strongly  you  denied  it.  You  became  furious  when  I told  you 

that.  Remember?  It  wasn’t  long  before  I came  to  realize  the  differences like 

yesterday  and  today.  Zero.  I can  remember  how  violently  I was  being  torn  between 
the  two.  It  was  incredible. 

Still  I’d  like  to  tell  you  how  special  you  were  to  me.  Zero.  In  a sea  of  madness  I 
found  someone  with  a face.  It’s  no  wonder  I was  drawn  to  you.  You  can  see  that  as 
only  being  natural.  Right,  Zero?  It  was  slowly  into  your  life  that  mine  became.  I can 
remember  how  at  first  you  fought  me  off.  You  were  a very  reserved  person.  Let’s 
face  it,  an  introvert.  But,  you  had  that  spark  of  life  I was  looking  for  - and  you 
knew  it!  So  I gave  it  a lot  of  effort,  and  slowly  you  came  to  accept  me,  enough  so, 
to  let  me  into  your  life.  I found  you  hard  at  times.  And  to  believe  a man  could  be  so 
pensive!  You  were  definitely  a man  of  thought.  Zero.  Sometimes  I would  watch  you 
for  hours  as  you  went  about  thinking,  wondering  what  was  on  your  mind.  I guess  I 
really  was  a slow  learner  - but  I wanted  to  learn  so  badly.  You  were  a complicated 
man.  Zero,  tied  tight  to  your  guts,  and  strung  out  high  on  your  emotions.  I had  to 

dig,  and  dig  hard,  to  get  at  your  core.  Zero and  I was  getting  there.  Sometimes 

it  was  like  a nightmare;  but,  what’s  so  bad  or  unnatural  about  nightmares? 

We  shared  a lot  of  those.  Zero.  Ha,  you  know  someone  once  told  me  that  it’s  all 
just  a matter  of  waiting,  just  a waiting  game.  I was  shocked.  So  I asked  him,  as  you 
once  asked  me,  if  he  had  ever  wrestled  with  the  dog.  “The  dog,”  he  says,  “what  the 
hell  are  you  talking  about?”  I mean  it  was  just  like  that  time  you  and  I got  in  a fight 
over  that  black  person.  You  remember.  He  came  across  the  corner  one  night  and 
before  you  knew  it,  he  was  beleaguered  by  all  the  good  people.  They  would  have 
killed  him  if  we  hadn’t  stepped  in.  In  a way,  it  was  funny.  You  asked  them  why,  and 
they  said  that  they  only  wanted  to  keep  the  place  clean.  “Is  that  a reason?”  I asked. 

They  didn’t  even  think  about  it;  they  just  beat  the  daylight  out  of  us  all all  to 

preserve  the  sty  in  their  minds. 

I couldn’t  believe  it.  Equally  unbelieveable  was  the  feeling  I got  from  fighting.  It 
was  a good  feeling  - one  from  down  there,  as  you’d  say.  Hey!  We  even  got  to  know 
a black  man  too,  right.  Zero?  That  whole  experience  brought  us  closer.  They  were 
good  feelings  all  the  time.  We  would  sit  for  hours  exploring  each  other’s 
minds. ...becoming  free.... free  to  understand  our  predicament.  Learning  and  living 
was  our  number  one  pastime.  So,  don’t  you  think  I was  at  all  surprised?  Didn’t  you 
fora  moment  think  of  me?  Just  when  I had  to  come  to  find  out  the  truth  about  my 
sweet  lady  something.  Conditional,  Zero.  You  knew  it  all  the  time.  You  saw  that  it 
was  coming  to  this  for  me.  Zero.  I know  that  now. 

But  this  Zero?  I wasn’t  going  to  knock  on  the  door  all  night.  And  I wasn’t  going 
away,  either.  So  I went  in.  And  it  was  dark.  Zero,  the  air  hot  and  still,  but  with  a 
stale  humid  stench  that  attacked  my  nostrils.  I knew  where  the  light  was,  so  I put  it 
on.  A clever  place  to  leave  a note  - 1 had  to  look  at  it  a while.  Zero.  Everything  warm 
left  me  as  I stood  there  reading  it  over  and  over.  “Stephen,  you  go  find  that 
highway  I’m  looking  for.”  Instinctively  I knew.  Zero,  but  I can’t  say  that  I 
understood.  My  heart  was  pounding  madly  in  my  chest,  choking  me  at  my  lungs, 
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beating  the  life  out  of  me,  pounding  and  pounding.  Could  you  feel  my  fists 
pounding  on  your  chest,  Zero?  Could  you  hear  my  words  pounding  at  your  ears? 
Get  up.  Zero!  Get  up!  You’re  a fighter,  remember.  You  taught  me  to  fight;  you 
know  that,  Zero!  Now  get  up!  Get  up!  Get  up!  Get  up!  I was  shaking  you  violently. 
Zero.  My  tears  were  smashing  away  at  your  face  - a fighter.  Zero!  Now  get  up! 
Please,  Zero,  get  up.  Ironically,  it  was  the  first  time  I ever  touched  you.  Zero.  I 
deserved  something  better  than  a cold  lifeless  embrace.  Don’t  you  think  so.  Zero? 
You  owed  me  that  much.  Instead,  all  I get  Is  a clean  piece  of  paper.  I thought  you 
knew  who  you  were.  Zero.  I could  have  sworn. ...but  no!  All  I’m  left  to  Is  my  silent 
nightmare.  Once  there  was  my  sweet  lady  something.  But,  I wrenched  her  from  my 
life.  And  now,  once,  there  was  Zero  whom  I chased,  and  just  as  I was  about  to 

grab so  now  what?  Back  to  the  reality  of  pacing  in  the  black  mask?  Or  a 

cleancut?  Or  maybe. ...looking  through  my  windows,  I see  nothing.  No!  Wait  a 
minute.  Ha!  For  the  first  time  in  my  life  I realize  - they’re  nothing  but  mirrors. 
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THOREAU’S  CONCORD 


Reach  and  touch 

a Man’s  passion 

of  long  ago. 

His  eyes 

on  the  sights 

I see. 


Concord  Hills, 

Blue  jay  trills, 

My  senses  merge 

with  the  spirit, 
alive  from  Him. 
alive  in  me. 

Blue  green  pond. 

Great  Glass  Witness, 

To 


noise  People, 

pollution 


planes 


Lovers, 

Artists, 

and 


Friends. 


The  Man’s  presence 

still  fragrant 

on  the  wind. 


Hold  it 


in  the  heather. 
Breathe  it 

in  the  twi^light 

Know  it 

in  the  rain. 


and  in  yourself. 


J.  Kimball 
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